Without warning the woman jumped up and began stomping her foot while yelling into the phone receiver, unconsciously bumping the man seated beside her. Moments before the woman had been seated in a chair with her feet slightly crossed at the ankles. Next to her sat a man awkwardly cramped into his chair with the extra weight about his middle cascading over the sides. A strange look appeared on his face as he glared at the raging woman standing over him. The tightly knotted bun on top of her head shook as she placed emphasis on her words.
“Patrick, I don’t think you are hearing me correctly… There is no way I can be there in a half hour. You guys are going to have to stall for me somehow… I know, I know today is the final day before a jury, but I didn’t make my car break down.”

The man continued to observe the woman as her face flushed from the enragement flooding over her. 

“It’s not my fault! Jack will understand. I mean I was the only defense attorney in the state who even considered taking his case. I’m not asking for a lot of time… just get me some... Please… Get me another hour and I should be there… I don’t care what you tell the judge… just get me that time…” 
The woman let out her breath at the person no longer connected on the phone, and sunk down into her chair. She fidgeted nervously and watched the time slip by on the clock overhead. After fifteen minutes of watching the clock, she approached the front desk and inquired about the wait. She proceeded to explain who she was and why she needed to be out of there as soon as possible. The woman at the front desk apologized and advised her to go back to her seat to wait like everyone else. The secretary’s kind words only further enraged the woman. She sat back down in her seat muttering to herself. Her muffled words were interrupted by the familiar ring of a telephone and the eyes of every person in the waiting room focused on her as she once again bolted upright. 

“Patrick you mean to tell me you couldn’t buy any time? You told her what??! After all the times I’ve helped you out, this is the best you can do? I keep telling you, I can’t leave unless you’re volunteering to come and get me… prep Jack--he should be called to the stand today in the closing arguments… Patrick just please do something. 

The woman again clipped the heavy man with her elbow and an irritated look flashed across the man. 

“Look lady…” The ring of a telephone again filled the silence within the room and cut off the man. 

“Patrick… Patrick, is that you? I can’t hear you very well… Speak up… Finally, you made yourself useful… I really don’t care how you did it, I’m just glad you did… so now 1:00, that’s when it’s set? I’ll be there…”
The woman sat back down in her chair. The man turned to her completely disgusted and finished what he was saying, “Okay lady, you might have somewhere to go, but so do the rest of us. You have nothing that gives you special privileges…next time that stupid phone of yours goes off, do us all a favor and take it outside!” 

The woman glanced at the man, clearly insulted, “Excuse me, but I happen to be the best defense attorney in the state of New Hampshire and my client is scheduled to have his closing argument in an hour. I believe I do have a pressing issue...”
The man could not believe his ears. As he was about to disclaim all she had just said, the secretary blared over the intercom system. “Would the owner of a Black BMW with license plate VSW MV4 please come to the front desk, your car is ready for pick up.” 

The woman left the man shouting insults at her back as she walked to the front desk and claimed her car keys. She took the keys and peeled out of the parking lot in the direction of the courthouse. Moments later, her cell phone rang again. 

“Patrick…. What do you mean she changed the time? I what??? I missed the HEARING??!!”
